JOURNAL OF ARNOLD BENNETT

Tuesday, January TL$th.

Yesterday afternoon I suddenly decided that I couldn't proceed
with my story about Elsie until I had been up to Clerkenwell
again. So at 4.50 I got a taxi and went up Myddleton Square.
Just before turning to the left into this Square I saw a blaze of
light with the sacred name of Lyons at the top in fire, far higher
than anything else ; also a cinema sign, etc., making a glaring
centre of pleasure. I said, surely that can't be the Angel, Isling-
ton, and I hoped that it might be some centre that I had never
heard of or didn't know of. Certainly its sudden appearance
over roofs was very dramatic. However, the old chauffeur
said of course it was Islington. Rather a disappointment.

Myddleton Sq. with its Norman windows of its 4-storey houses,
and church nearly in middle, with clock damnably striking the
quarters, was very romantic. I had to correct several of my
memories of the architecture. I walked round the Square gazing,
and going up to front-doors and examining door plates and
making notes under gas lamps (very damp and chilly) while the
taxi followed me slowly in the mud. Then I drove up to the
Angel and saw that it had truly been conquered and annexed by
the Lyons ideals. Still, it was doing good up in Islington, much
good. Compare its brightness and space to the old Angel's dark
stuffiness. Then I drove to Dr. Griffin's to get information
about the organisation of the life of panel doctors. I got home
at 6.30 and I had been in other worlds, though less than two
hours away in all.

Wednesday, January
Lunched yesterday at Thesiger's to meet Princess Marie Louise
(daughter of Princess Christian). She married a Prince Albert
of Anhalt, lived in Germany nine years, then got a separation*
A woman of 51, dressed in mourning for her mother* Everyone
called her * ma'am ' or ' madam ' in every sentence, except me,
and the women curtsied to her, and Thesiger said the only thing
insisted on was that he should meet her at the door when she
came.
Her lady-ia-waiting, Miss Hawkes, was there too, Marie
Louise kissed her heartily when they met. Seemed a fairly
sensible woman and pretty wise. Said nothing in particular but
said it neatly, used of course to deference, which she received in
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